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behind the Bosphorus. Once there had been trees here
also and shady oaks, but the Turks cut down all trees,
and leave barren empty spaces in their place. Through-
out this area there was hardly a bird or a shrub except
round some village.
It was sunset as we clambered up the last hill and
over the top. The dusk was settling in the valleys and
over the Bosphorus. From all the mosques below in
Skutari and in the city came up the call to prayer, " God
is Great." As we came down, the clouds glowed hot,
where the sun had sunk behind the minarets of the
mosque of Suleiman the Magnificent. As I slipped
stiffly from my tired mare in the square of the gendar-
merie barracks below us the hundred thousand lights
of ships on the Bosphorus and of houses and streets
began to twinkle in the dark.